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D'Annunzic
Poet's Latest Book
Written in Hospital
NO book has been awaited in repentyears by the Italians Witt

such curiosity as "The N'oc«
turne," by Gabrielle d'Annunzio, which
has just been issued in Rome. For
live years, with the exception of many
prose compositions of a polemical and
political character on the war, the
peace, the policies of the Powers and
Italy, nothing of a literary character
has appeared from the pen of the leadingItalian poet and prose writer,
These effusions, while in his always
splendid style, were intended, as he
stated in them, as propaganda and
justification for his various actions,
ills last book, r'beda Without the
Swan," was published in 1816, but its
character appears to have been over-
u helmed by the war, as was its interestto the public. In reality the
warrior first, and afterward the rebel,
had excluded at lirst sight D'Annunzio
from his real role as litterateur. That
ibis was not actually the case is seen

from the history of "Nocturne," the
larger portion of which was written
through those dreadful months when
In was tied a prisoner to his bed with
the possibility of completely losing
his eyesight.
"The Nocturne" i.- not. therefore, a

pr.,st war book, the renewal of his activeliterary life after the violences of
war. Us conception and scheme were

contemporary with the battles, and it
is built on them and drawn its life
blood from them. The hook, to quote
a phrase of D'Annunzio's referring to
iw- companions who came 10 nis ueusiocto bring him notices of the
progress of events, "smells of battle as

a butcher does of blood and a harvesterof hay."
Wounded as the result of an aviationincident during the war (1916),

lie ran the risk of losing his eyesight
completely, and to avoid this he was
ordered to lie immovable and in completedarkness "1 have the eyes
bandaged. 1 am Ila* in bed, with my
back immovable, with my head a little
lower than my feet. I raise slightly
the knees to incline the board which
is placed there. I write on a narrow

slip of paper with taised lines. 1 have
between the fingers a pencil. The
thumb and middle finger of the right
hand, resting on the line of the sheet
makes it run along as the words are
written. I feel with the fiange of the
little finger the lire underneath and
this acts for me as a guide to keep
the direction. Th<- elbows are held
firm against my flanks. I try to give
tlie movement of my hands an extreme
lightness in order that their play shall
not go beyond the pdlse, thac no shuddermay reach the bandaged head. I
feel in tnv att'tude the rigidity of an

KKyptian scribe carved In basalt. The
room is free from eny light. I write
in the darkness. T trace my signs
in tlie niKht, whlcb is solid against
my ribs like a nailed board." In this
manner was tills extraordinary book
written. Homer and Milton were blind,
but surely this is the first time that
a book has l»eon written under such
conditions.

"Aegri ikiinnia'' lie places on the first
page of the book, and that is the
imok's Justification and its intimate
spirit. It explains the disorganized
character of the wctk. wh'ch will be
found especially not'ceable In the arbitrarymanner in which the episodes
are arranged. From page to page
the reader flits as in dreams. Hizarre,
inad conceptions pass by so rapidly
and with so little obvious conjunction
that it would seem that they were
aerial, with no existence in conscience
and without any apparent reason for
being recorded There is only one centralidea and that so vague and indefinite,,hut It is to be found in every
episode, the brain of the sick man,
onstrucNng with almost diabolical
swiftness, a pictorial structure, which
disappears, to reappear again in anotherform, which in its turn crumbles
to pieces, and out of this mass of
ruins there hardly appears : ny splendidrrsthetlr figure hut In the raj;e
delicacy of fh*» proro and its inimitable
fineness there is to the reader a disharmonyanil an obsession which forms
the contrast.
The bonk was commenced in 1916

and a large portion of it was written
before \prll of that year. Ten thousandslip- of paper were covered by
ihe author and be compares the slips
to the sheet* ()f ti)^ Mlblllu on which
horf phrases were written, afterward
to be carried away by the wind. His
daughter, Itenata. who a.is his devotednurse, undertook the work of
deciphering these sheets no easy task
considering the conditions under which
fKo«» *» ti i lMnn atlfl f )i:i f I Hn u rif Itif

trraduuteri aoonrdltifT to th" suflTerlnjrs
of the writer, and in many chwh when
lie was passing through the warat
flay* lilies were aup< rlmposed one on

tap r«r anothei* It" records with anguishtli" Interruptions which dlstlfbed the trend of the visions, and
once the vision wn pone It eould not
he re-ailed. fot a new vision was alreadyIfi Ha place iirclng to he attendedto. Many of Ih" sheets were
not numbered and Infinite care had to
he taken to yet them in proper order
for the deciphering of the whole,
tether sheets -periatty of parts which
particularly appealed to him as the
vision or Ms mother's face, he handed
to hla nurre .and amanuensis to be
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) Reappears
carefully hidden and not shown to

any one. The book is dedicated to his
mother, and the picture of his old
home near Pescara and his mother's
care for him and her tenderness to
see that the lire was alight all night
are infinitely touching and will com- '

, pare with the best pages that the poet
has ever written.
Some of the descriptions of incidentsof the war are stupendous, in

his delirium these events through
which he passed were conjured up

>! again within his bandaged eyes. A
great raid was to be carried out on

the Dalmatian coast. The night be- f

fore his pilot In a trial flight crashed c

into me sea aim was uruvvucu. mi- (
nunzio, who was saved, watched his
body throughout the night. He de|scribes all the little details of the *

placing of the body in the coftln, the i
journey across the lagoon to the c

island of the dead and the final burial s

. . all this with infinite grace, i
Another night when sleep would not f
come to him he feels the bed rocking 1

like the double wings of an airplane r

between sky and water. To get a a

whiff of the fresh air of the Adriatic
he opens his mouth, but no relief
comes. At the end of the bed without
his mask and pilot's cap he sees the
face of his pilot, Alfredo Barbieri, and
there follows the picture of the raid
on Lubiana, in which D'Annunzio was

to have taken part, but at the last
minute was substituted by another.
Barbieri was killed with the pilot.
"Time after tilfoe, all the passions of
all the times sweep across my bandagedeyes, innumerable like the hot
sand through the clinched fist. But
I recognize them. Are not these the
mad davs of May. of the evening at
the Capitol? Forms flitting. shriek;ins: . .

All the visions of his past life pass

| before those eyes: the music of Bee- j
thoven, 1'Yescobaldi, Scriabine. Paris I
records, and remembrances of his ex-

He 011 the Atlantic coast near Carcachon.A flower culled by the Cathe-
dral of Pisa, a night ride in the desert
near Cairo, a torpedo boat raid under
Plero Orsini nnd a visit to the Morojsini Isle with its big naval guns. One
of the finest phantasms Is that of
holy week. "It is holy Friday, it is '

the birthday of Rome. All those who '

are dead in hattle, all have given their 1

lives as the price of the world. All v

those who work and worry to feed the ''

battle, all give their pains as the prio< r

of the world. All those who take their j'
share, fight, and die in this most just '

war. all share and fight and die fori'1
the price of the world." But con- 11

valescenee has begun, and the work V
was completed for what little re- 1

mained later. 1

This history of the writing of the
«- «- « .... ...Ukt It

DOOK IF HOI l«J UC MIIIIMI nn ».vexpectedat the beginning of the book, r

but is placed nt the end. The con- t

touts are divided into two parts which i
are called bv the author "Offerings." t

T. A. SINCLAIR POOLJSY. a

"Nietzscl
VARIATIONS. B\ James Hunekcr. s

Charles Scrlbner's Sons. j
A Personal Tribute and a Review, «

By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES. I

Il.fKJk' on my friendship.both
actual and epistolary.of twenty 1

years with James Huneker as
»

lone of my most precious and inspiring (

possessions. It was he who pronouncedfor me "Open Sesame'." be- 1

fore the golden gates of European J
literature and art. I have never been v

on the Continent of Europe- except v

mentally. It was James Huneker in 1

the opening years of this century who j"
was both Cook and Baedeker to tne. ^
Then there were his electric, dynamic ii

style, his ecstatic enthusiasm before e

the men he loved, his carousing, toler- <]
ant and vivid personality, his scholar-' c
ship.often obscured by his incan-
descent brilliancy.the perfect unlop p
of heart and head, his aristocratic de- a

mocracy, his insatiable pursuit of a

Variation, his swift and acute evalua- d
tlons of men and their product.all
these came with territle impact on ia

myself and the rising generation of
Americans at a time when we were t

\ ing for a Moses to lead us out of Ii
the house of the slavery of provincial- t
ism. y
Although we were both on the same d

paper.I he old morning Situ.at the I
lime he became dramatic editor- sue- a

<ding. I lielleve, Kranklln Pyles. 'I
-ii.i Hi. seldom came to n

the ofllre. Hut on the nppearanoe of .<

his first Sunday article on D'Annnn- e

7.I0 and Huso.the latter at. that, time f

! appearing In "La Hltta Morta," "La II
Oloronda" and other pla.va of the great <

Italian poet at the Metropolitan Opera It

I louse I strnek up a correspondence >1

with him.I T

"Here Is the American T have been 1
looking for." T said to myself. "Herein
Is the man who will lay the House of
Hmttg In ruins the American who 11

lays about him with a jewelled elub."
T think my first letter to him began I
with "Kore Homo'"- til whteb the d
brain of .Ttm Huneker must have!
smiled a grin. His sense of humor t

was half of his genius, . t
Then began an intermittent cot ro-11

»
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Pennell Tells
Held Up Wor

I"HE tJRAPHIC A UTS. Modern Men
and Modern Methods. By Joseph Pen- 1 |
nell. Illustrated. University of Chi- |
cago Press.

rHK WHISTLER JOURNAL. By E. R. I
and J. Pennell, authors of the Author- g
issed Life oi Jomes McN. Whistler. |
Illustrated. Philadelphia J. B. LipplneottCompany

WHEN the American Academy |
of Arts and Letters elected
Joe Pennell a member it |

jot more arts and letters than usually §
ome in one bundle. And as if to dem- |
>nstrate the fact the two books listed |
Lbove ryere issued at about the same g
line. The partnership of Mrs. Pennell |
n the second is a happy illustration |
)f a kind of picture-and-text. cbmi-ade- |
ihip which has been not uncommon |
n America, to mention only the Blash- *
lelds and Walter and Louise Hale.
headers of the old Century will renemberthe armchair travels through
l less known Europe they used to de-

light in with Elizabeth

JAjU These two books
mingle glowing remfnls-

fwith a guidance in

that should bo of ' *

use to sincere- art- a!

ists of the future,^
The lectures that

were delivered at
ihe Art Institute
of Chicago on the
Scammon Foundation.They were

reported in short
aand."If. therefore." explains Mr. |

Pennell, "the book seems to be p
alked instead of written, it is what I
rant, what I have said, what I have
earned, what I believe. . . . It is
nyself. And though talked in six ;

tours, it has taken sixty years to get
osrether." There is plenty of wisdom
lere. of the kind that ran he got only
v experience. And Pennell is right in i
mphazing the need for more attention
0 such training to meet world, compeition:
"We are going to have to light in

he immediate fttturp not only our ene-

nies but our allies, and they are

rained craftsmen, and unless we are

irepared to take up nationally the
caching of the graphic arts and the
tpplied arts and the industrial arts our

he or Schop
punch nee of hIsjul three years before V(.
ever laid eyes on the greatest liter- gt

try magician that this country has yet j^i
iroduced. n,

1 first saw him at the old Garden he
'heatre, at an opening performance of wi

me of Zangwill's plays.the name of "J
.l'ich now escapes me. I could not get
o him between the acts. 1 a

Hut the great day.or night.came a hi
ew years later. It was in "Jack's" si
cstaurant. one Saturday night.and w

HOSP OKI OH I uruuj' llinum III jmiv n /

vere things over to be remembered. It b;
>'as about 1 o'clock Sunday morning, ni

was deep in my third or fourth of
cidel of Pilsner -a leverage that was ca

0 Jim the elixir of Hesperus.when In
lew Huneker from Sixth avenue, lend- al
ng a crowd made up of "Billy" Olack- w

ns, George Luks, Krnest I.4LWson, Per- O]
linand Sinzlg and Frederick James Ik
Iregg -\a
Huneker had on a flaring red tie, a re

erfectly fitting gray tailormnde suit, th
,nd the radiance of his face.Olympian .

tid Artstophanlc.dimmed the inennescents."I
After he had Rot seated I went over "I

rd announced myself. th
"Nietzsche or Schopenhauer?" he th

hundered at me. That was his greet- g|
riir and the (Irst words he ever spoke th
r me. It was typical of the man. th
>lv health, the weather, what was I k«
olng these were of no consequence, hi
(11 I deserted tne isook or iwciesi- itn

istes" for "Thus flpukr Zarathustrn"? gt
rhat's nil lie needed to know at that p<
lonient. I do not remember my an- v<

wor. It could not have been very m

('lightening. anyhow, for he shoved he
no Into a seat nt the table without II
Ixtenlnp to me. ordered for me ''a hi
r uple of seldels" and took from my in
tip the book 1 bad with tne. |» was w
i collection of essay* by Ijafeadlo cr

learn. Tie glanced at. the title, and fb
aid It back In my In pi with the com- nt

nont: R.
'Tfearn Impressionist -fine style. nr

10 stuffing." w

One by one the others left, and II
funeker and I were left alone. We |n
[leeussed, debated and wrangled over se

learn. Nietzsche. Schopenhauer, Amlel, ai

Whitman. Ifaerkel. Darwin. Swln- pi
turne, Ana.tole Frnno#, D'Annunzlo. 'il|
fuysmans, Marie BashkirtsefT, Roosei
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James McNeil Whistler.

iemic.s and our friends are going: to
» our art work for us."
He illustrates the shameful result in
great crisis of the lack of such train-
g. Even the people who consider art
imething a'nation can take or leave
ust see the force of this:
"'Those colored posters that you have
en, the war posters that were issued
r Liberty Loans, were nearly every
le of them.1 think all of them.done
lithography, but they were nearly all
them done by men and women who
d not know anything about lithogiphy.And the drawings were mostmtde not in lithographic chalk but
s water colors or oil paintings, and

Joseph Penneli.

«>
1

i/2kY^ Vi on
It, Philadelphia, l)use, Emerson, -Max
Jmer, William Penn and heaven
lows what until 7 o'clock in the
orning. We then both bowed our

ads in slumber on the table.which
*s quite the vogue in those days in
tack's" at 7 o'clock Sunday morning.'
From that time on I saw him quite
great deal and corresponded with
m almost up to the day of his final'
oep. When he went to Europe he
ould send me a postal from every
wn he visited. 'He always came

ick with an inexhaustible store of
lecdote. He seemed to have the eyes,
a fly.and a brain that was a

unera.
The last time I saw Hunekor was

out a month before his death. He
as coming out of the Metropolitan
pera House. He looked tired and
>rod, as Indeed he was. We went to
bar. where we drank near beer. His
marks about prohibition Were all
lat a free horn American's should be
although quite, quite unprintable.
Ail of Janws Huneker's work from
dczzotints in Modern Music" to
/arlations" is a variation on one

leme.genius. Did ever a man.with
ie exception of Victor Hugo.ever
ortfy in such prose the one thing
int Justifies the existence of man on

ie planet.genius.as .Tames Hunojr's?Genius was to him the vestiilcto the temple of the Mansion in
ip Skies. The prnduetions of the
eat composers, writers, painters
>ets and sculptors made for him n

>ritnhle fairyland. And with the
agio of words he lifts all his readers
willy Into that Never-Never Hand
e knew more than any other man of
s time the esoteric meaning of "And
the bealnnlnK wn* the Word"

Ithoittexpression there run bo no

on,flop. Tho Word Is (ho rrontlonal
it. Thoro mint always bo an Anini-lntlon.Music was (he Kterns.l
eanty of Tlato inado manifest In
nind; pootry was its epiphany In
ords; paint Its ofTlnrosoenee in rolor.
Is valuations worn Instantaneous .
lmedlato reactions of Ms exquisite
nslhlllty to eternals. TTa was tho
eh enemy of the aeademie. of the
atltudlnous, of the sentimental, of
psttek Knirlish.
Ife possessed that rarest of gifts

SCKMBEK 18, 1921.
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Ignorance

.oan Posters
when they had been so made the
original^ had to be photographed onto
sheets of zinc or stone or redrawn on
the zinc or stone by a trained crafts-
iran in lithography. . . .

"About five of the live hundred j'
artists who made war posters under-
stood lithography, and the other four
hundred and ninety-five did not. The
consequence was that the four hundred
and ninety-five posters had to be redrawn,and this not only delayed the
United States Liberty Loans but it
cost the'United States Government an

enormous sum of money for unnecessarytime and labor.
"And every arti°". whose work was

copied and redrawn also was disappointed.He knew r othing about the
art, and most of the so-called lithographicartists knew nothing about
design, and the result was that in
every case the drawings were changed
and lost in character, excepting those
of the half dozen men who did know."
Of course it is a pity that so much

o f Fennell's
writing
should be JRa
m a r r e d JSt (!
by scolding ytLf'/ifcil
Even if his
neverendingindict- ,
ment our

day were all jS^m
true it is ir- wK&SsZZfQiSB

I] ^Iigh'
ing of other men when his hero comes ^

In question. 1

The "Whistler .lo'.irnul" is rich in
(

every kind of value, it is no retelling ,

of the "Life." Its very informality *

charms the reader. Here is a unique
word picture of Whistler in 1884:
"At this period, and during the

greater part of his life, when he was

in the studio at work. Whistler looked
not unlike an old fashioned American
barkeeper because he wore a white
waistcoat with sleetes which all bar- '

keepers used to wear, and also because
he had the thick curly hair which;'
many of them cultr..'ted. Th"> juggled f1
with classes a lost art."
But this is not a mere record of externals.Here is Whistler, the honest

worker, always learning: '

"But he knew Whistler preferred to Thundered

!
among writers.ecstasy. From l»is
pen there came a frenzy.a. frenzy of
Joy in his work that was pagan. He
thought and felt dithylamhically. He
hurled his seed and forgot the harvest
.going on to new fields. To me.
Huneker, physically as well as artistically,seemed to leave a trail of
unearthly light behind him.

And withal he was tne most modest
of men.a man who ^lways seemed
somewhat ashamed of his greatness,
t »r did he wear that mask of clownishnessthat Nietzsche told every great
man to don when he went among the
swineherds and long ears? I put it
as a question through sheer politeness
.for 1 know what 1 know.j
Huneker loved human nature with

the snrrie passion as Walt Whitman.
I have stood for hours with him while
he talked to bartenders, cabbies, po-
licemen, gamblers and porters. He
was curious of everything that Clod
had created. "Optimism" and "pes- 1
>lmism" were to him obsolete words.

venture. Oood .infl evil were also
more words to Huneker. Experience
was Oracc. In ono of his last letters i

to me he said happiness was a snat'e.
no man could be happy and create. He
was Rabelaisian. Helnesque.and ns

aentle as a woman. In a word, the
most extraordinary man.with 1'oe
and Whitman.that America has produced.and in his field their equal.

Sziikulski. the sculptor, says that
criticism is a bird and a sword. The
"criticism" of Huneker was Just that
.a bird and a sword. He flew while
he destroyed. He bullded and raxed
with the same hand. Francis Wilson
put it beautifully In his speech over

the corpse of Huneker at. the Town
Hall when he spoke of his "constructivecondemnation". referring to!
lliinekcr's work as dramatic critic
Huneker despised fake. sham. pulT.
enmoufiaae. bunk.In fact he despised
and satirised publicly and privately
almost everything that makes up the
America, of to-day. But no man utteredlouder or lontter ho«annas when
an American did something real In art,
letters, the drama or music.

Huneker wis not attached to any
school, movement or ism. He was

Huneker first, last and all the time.

11^
hear the truth, would rather have you 1
nay what you thought than got off the JUKual commonplaces. '.Some years ago,
in Whistler's studio with Liavcry, i
Whistler showed them a portrait he \
was doing and asked their opinion.
Walton started to griticise, but Lavery y
interrupted, 'Oh! Mr. Whistler, we
would not venture to criticise youi
work!' Whistler, however, paid no attentionto Lavery. but made Walton
say what he had begun to say, and
then argued It out with him, just as

any other art'st would have done. We
know for ourselves hew little Whistler "T
liked the 'O Oreat Master!' attitude.
the 'O splendid' O wonderful!*
There is new matter about the Rus- ti

tin row with Whist'cr. It doesn't seem jf
very important. This paragraph
throws light on Mrs. Ruskin's final ''

preference for Mi He is: o

"Ruskin. Sandys said, treated Lady p
Millais when she was Mrs. Ruskin t]
abominably. He was not brutal, he
never reproved her. But he kept a a

iiary, and every Monday morning he n

had her up before, him and read her h
a list of all her misdemeanors for j,
every day in the past week.''
The book Is full of good stories

about all sorts of famous neoole. Here
:omes in the author of "Sartor Re- tl
sartus": 8(

"He later told the story of Oarlyle ^
tnd the painting of the portrait more ^
completely than before.that is. to us.
There were ladies in Chelsea.well. "

Mme. Venturi. who was determined ci

:hat T should paint it- I used to go b
jften to Mme. Venturi's. L met Mazzini
here, and Mazzini was most charming. t]
Mme. Venturi often visited me, and
tie day she brought Carlyle. The a

Mother was there, and Carlyle saw a

? and seemed to feel in it a certain At- »

riess of things, as Mme. Venturi meant
K should. He liked the simplicity of T
t. the old lady sitting with her hands a

n her tap, and he said tie would be a

sainted. And he came one morning s

<oon, and he set down, and 1 had the 'f

anvas ready and m> brushes and p

palette, a.nd Carlyle said: And now.
"

tnon. Are away. That wasn't my idea a

r>f how work should he done, and "

L'arlyle realized it. for he added: If a

,-e're lighting battles or painting pic- t|
aires, the only thing to do is to Are ^
lway ttne day he told me of others

a
ivho had painted his portrait. There
,vas Mr. Watts, a mon of note. And I
vent to his studio, and there was much
m estiAcation. and screens were drawn (j
round the easel, and curtains were R(
lrawn. and I was not allowed to see 0

mything. And then at last the screens xv
..,1 tl^w, T tv-ot! A nH ...

jj
I looked Mr. Watts, a great mon. ho lJ(

said to me: How do you like ft? And
turned to Mr. Watts, and I said:

Mon. T would have ye know I am in _(1
the hobit of wurlng eleati lunen. But j,
'arlyle agreed that 1 had given him y|
lean linen, and he liked the portrait.I
to told people afterward that he had ^
teen there, talking and talking, and j,
hat I had just gone on with my work,
ind had paid no attention to him what- ...

ever." , v
Both volumes are full ol good pic- ^

urea. But the text alone more than s(
justifies them.

d

Huneker :
ti

"My truth is the truth." he lias ut- v

tcred. quoting Max Stirner. With the {.

sublime effrontery of Ooetlie he took Cj
what he needed from other men and f,
tossed it in the alembic of his own w
sensibility. He was -like Remy de .]
rjourmont.not guilty of the vice of \
medioere writers.of always I>eing sin- j,
rer^. He was Latin.and when he felt 0
like lying beautifully he did so. To
hint imagination and vision were 0
truth.and they were all ye need to n
know. 1
The most astonishing thing about

the work of James Huneker.and that (j
which makes him unique in America (j

is that three-fourths of hjs greatest v
creative work was published in the H

newspaner«. It is a great tribute to a
Thr N'kw York Sr.v. the New York (|
l iiiu s and the New York World that
th«\v allowed this great man full and j.
untrammelled utterance. Huncker was v

always proud of his newspaper af- 0
filiations, and he always insisted that y,
ie was Just a "newspaper man." No v

one could "swell" that perfectly l>al-
meed head! 0
"Variations" is a splendid intro- ^

duotory volume to the study of the 0

dxteen other volumes of James Hulieker.They all reveal Ills polyphonic ^
:ind his polychromatic soul. The hook ..

consists of thirty-four essays on as j
widely varying subjects as tJeorge ^
Moore and Roosevelt. Here is Hune- r
ker viewed ir«>m n thousand angles, ,
Here Is Huneker reproducing himself f.

us he sees himself in a thousand mir- .
rors in a thousand different costumes. t
Hold your breath as you go through
this hook.touring the un'verse with a

man who takes all of life in Its everlustingfecundity and efflorescence for |
his theme. j i
With the lightness of an Intellectual

Mordkln he capers, flits and pirouettes v

from Klauhert to Pennoll. from alcohol p
n Chopin, from old prints to Brown- a

Ing. from socialism fwhlch he despised <n

as the triumph of mediocrity and vul- t!
garltvl to Faust, from Cnsima Wag- n

ner to "Potterlsm." from Caruso to |i
Buddha, from Nordati to .Tack Hav- p
crly. a

Tf you nre tired of that deadly hro- c

mide called the "American essay" read c

"Variations." and then all the rest of f

James Oibbons Huneker -the Amerl- t

can Columbus who discovered Kuropc

Sleedless Fpar
3f Fairy Tales
rERE AND NOW 8TORY BOOK. By
Lucy Sprague Much ell. Experimental
stories written for the children from
2 to 7 years old of the City and CountrySchool ot the Bureau of EducationalExperiments. Illustrated hy
liendrlk Van Boon. E. P. Dutton &
Co.

y £ RK. MITCHELL, has largely
\ / I succeeded She has made a
* -* new and r.eautiful eontribu011to children's literature. But that
only half of her attempt. The stories
lustrate a tneory fcllowing the path
f modern psychology. not that of
iast generations of educators. Briefly
he thesis is: Build a child's stories
round the things of the child's imlediatelife, which are the only things
e can understand, and so ground him
i realities before taking him into
he confusing realm of the unknown.
1 approached this sceptically. Was

his but another attempt to make
cientists of us all, to make children
ate books by feeding <hem dull,
idactic reading? Mrs. Mitchell has
appily escaped these pitfalls by the
atholicity of the subject matter and
y the charm of the presentation.
To make realities more "nteresting
han dreams is tht task Floyd Dell
ssigned to educaticn. Mrs. Mitchell
chieves this, notably in one of the
tories for six and seven year olds
Boris Walks Evtrv Way in New
ork" is as excitii.g and adventurous
s "Jack and the Beanstalk!" Boris,
little hoy from Russia, wants to sec
rass. No. not just park ;thss, but
>ts and lots of grass. So Boris exlores.He walks west, an 1 comes to
river. He walks fast, an 1 comes to
river. The next day he sets out

new. He walks north and comes to
river, and he walk:; south and comes

> the end of the land again! Here
tere are boats and docks and East
liver bridges and Hudson River tubes,
nd Manhattan ts an island' And brandthe water surrounding it is the
ide. green country!
There is the wonder arid the joy of
iscovery here, told in an adventuring
tylo, which takes it out of the class
f informational writing. Any child
ould be just as anxious to emulate
Oris as he is to sail the unknown
pas following Columbus or to adeniurewith Stevenson and Pyle.
"The Children's New Dresses" tell*

t a complicated industrial process an;'
itcrdependent relationships in thr
vie of the earlier cumulative tales
The Old Body and the Pig." which
ails from.Babylon, is it? "Hammer,
aw and Plane" is but a smaller and
tore obvious "Robinson Crusoe."
The Little Hen and the Rooster" Is a
aluable variation of the surviving
'urserv Rhymes. Rooting these
tories in the past is not an attenrvpi
) disparage them. Rather it take-'
teir author out of the class of fad
ists who are incapable of eclecticism.
In fact, with Mrs. Mitchell's positive

flections there is little quarrel. It is
'ith the things she counsels omitting
hat T would question her. Non
xistent things, such as fairies and the
hanges they effect contrary to physiallaw. are banned because they conusea child who is not yet acquainted
ith the scientific bases and relation
hips of his immediate contacts, Mrs
Iltchell contends, .speaking partlcu
irly of the child under eight. Thia
n page 33.
"I have never found that six-yearidchildren did not readily discrimlatethe actual from the imaginary."

'his on page 32i>.
The origin of this apparent contractionis really the failure to realize

he double faculty of the child mind
,-liich makes for a love and undertundingof the mysterious and the
dual in great detail, and the imag
native and literal interpretation of
hem. Robert Louis Stevenson tells
Ids well in his essay "Child's Play."
.'hleh is also a charming exposition
f the child's way of thinking through
is muscles and by motion rather than
rlth his mind by thought.
Because I believe that the statement

n pa pre 32o is essentially sound T am

npatlont with this everlasting fear
f the "moderns" of ronfuslnp th
hlld. They are always talklnnr of

roteeting him, of appealing to tin
tittle dear" in stories written for him.
ru't Mrs. Mltehell negating part of
er thesis in thus keeping from the
hild harshnesses that do < >mo within
he lives of all of lis? Isn't she en

ouraeinR romanticism when she
ants to eneourasre clear. cnuragcouv
hinkinK? A-e there many children,
ven under seven Who arc not sadtenedfind confused hy the death of

pet or parent, who tire not duped or

milled, who are not the victims or

he causes of economic inequality?
But let Mrs. Mitchell continue in

/rite for children; for all her preoccuintlonwith science she docs It con

rnorr. And in so far as she Is Intei
stlng them In a world outside of

hemselves she has done we'.'. But sh<
ruist. not deny the child fairyland
r for no oth< * purpose than for com

larlson. For there arc realities tin
vidcnces of evolution, the ecstaslc
if love.more wonderful than the
reatlons of the wildest and most
lastie imaginations If we 'nly have
he courage tc. learn and let learn.

EMILY Z misnKiN.


